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How Did Marie Empress, the Famom
Tragedian Edmund Kean's Greatr
Grandniece, Vanish.Unheard and

i

Unseen.from the Thronged
Liner "Orduna"? What Drew
Her Into Oblivion, from Its

Brilliantly Lighted Decks Into the
Cold, Black Waves?.Mysterious

Ocean's
Latest

> " .'
»

' '

One of the Newest Photographs of
Marie Empress.

AT 0 o'clock on the evening of Octobcr
one of the stewardesses of the

Cnnarri Line's great passenger
ship "Orduna" knocked at the door of State¬
room 4SO. The ship was then two and a
half hours out from Halifax on its way to
its destination. Now York.
The occupant of Stateroom 4S0, outside

¦who !« door the stewardess stood, was
known on the stage as Marie Empress.
She was in reality the great-grandniece of
Edmund Kean, one of the greatest tragedi¬
ans of the English stage, and Kean wi'.s
her real name. Marie Empress wa a

comedienne, a favorite of the London
music halls and on her way to conquer, if
she could, the stage in America.

Site was youiiL'. exceedingly attractive,
alone, and. so far a any of her fellow
passengers could see, untroubled.
The stewardess wus bringing her a littlo

dinner. At o:I'O she rettirned. carried
away the dishes and r- eivi d instructions
to come back at Ik f -:ist nine with sand*
\vb lies, which it v.-as Mi: - I'mjuess's cus¬
tom to eat before i ¦ i: ini_'

At precisely 0:C" the stewardess
knocked at the <p r; receiving no reply
the entered. The stateroom was empty.
Thinkii.g 11.;t 'rees bad gone to
Fome other par of the ship she left the
sandv. i - hes
At the usr-.1 time next' morning she

Lx '. i v. :he door of Stateroom
' 1

- r.'> reply she peeped
in. The: . or.e 'r.er»- The Band-
wjchf1- .'y r.? .ed The bed had f't
:.eer. .'<.**. i- "tblc? Tih exactly
th-- 5- i fyt-Vi at fr 0 on the

. (. f Jt :. r\ .

do*, r *; '. \r.i
A... ... ¦-'¦r. c* th.r

.. -s could
be found, nor any one who had -'.-en her.

S6i.net m< .. .*, ' 9:30 Mt^rio
. Qj rj . a

.

f' a d!-a; .e&rr-r
t:a ;. . elerr.<.!,?.. offascination r:o otb* r ha-;. The sea itself

n ' : : . af at < n it and
.> it" . <. po r ' it < ver biftii v and
tremendous moods is never entirely ua-
:. v.- .:'¦ <¦' i' . r<- . of unkt.-jwn forces.This is that made; the Psalmikt sing:
"Tie u/i down to the fea in ships that
do be - in L'ieat waters. These* see
the v. ., ( ." the Lord and hi;» wonders in
the f!< (¦ p."
Even or the greatest of ships, surround-

ed by his kit:d, man feels the immensityabout h'.rn A >; . :probably, the recog-nition <¦.f va^t di-tances, the appallingpower .

;i man's strength islike the beating of a fly's wing in thetempest < .
.. .. appearance at sea

as a 'hint' a; *. ¦: .j| oth'TS.
What was it taa' r- ached out of the

great water and ; 1 Marie Kmpressfrom the liner? What subtle spell.whatpromise of niir <a f sorrow.camefrom the bla' a .. i; . waives thatnight luring her to in their icyarms--? And h. - ;. :il w-'blighted,carefullj waf-h«d ,, s!w. v;iIlMlwithout ;t sitsgle livi .. i bavin;; .. uher?
Stateroom .!<<. i o:i - :i, ifI ^lunvil aa«B de< k of the "Ordunt " it has a doorwhich opens into a pa- age.. !!V |>- .tiewindow is a thirteen It .> ide porthole,far too email for a woman of Mario Em-

Marie Empress as
She Appeared in

l._e London Theatres
Just Before
Sailing to
America.

press's build tn have parsed through. It
is only a font ;ind a half from the cellingof the stateroom and opens out upon tho
sheer fall of ihe hull to the water. There
was no galb ry outside It.
And the porthole was lockctl from

within!
To have gone on dock Marie Einpresawould have had tn traverse several pas¬

sageways in which people were eonntantly
going and coming at this hour of the eve¬
ning. She would have had to pass through
several salons, always at least half filled,and the actress was of sufficiently striking
personality not to have been able to slipthrough unobserved. To gain the decks
she would also have had to pans by vari¬
ous stewards and officers, and, finally, hav¬ing gotten there, it seems almost Impos¬sible that she could have slipped unnoticedto the rail and thrown herself over. Allthe decks and promenades are brilliantlylighted until long past the hour when shemust have disappeared from the ship.Here enters the first, element of the mys-t'-ry of Stateroom -ISO. How did Mariel.'mpress leave the ship? Closely followsthe second element.why?The only person whom sho seems to

The Lost Actress in Her Role of
English "Chappie".One of Her
Most Succcssful Impersonations.

have maflp her confidante la the thin, lit¬
tle, gray-haired alewardeaa who waited
upon her.
"Sho was dressed In black," aald thla

woman, "with a little hat and a bi« veil,all black. 1 thought ahc might ho a v/ar
widow. I bald, "Are you JVIIek or Mrs.?'
8ho anaworod, '1 have never married, but
1 may aoon.' I afild, 'That'll nice if you
rnarry 'he right one.' Arid who anawored,
.That'B ho; If you many thr> right. one!'
I'.ut ahe didn't way anything rnoro about
marriage.
"8ho used to wonder where alio would

Hi op In Now York. 'I really haven't anyfriendu there,' alio «ald, 'and 1 don't know
where I'll atay.' I nald, 'There aro plentyof fine hotel a. And the laxlcabs will takeyou right, there.' 'Thut'a true,' alio an-awered, in kind of an uhnent way. ltutlota of ladles have talked that way to mobofore landiiiK-

"Klie said once that alio hadn't been verywell. There was a littlo mark, a rod line,that ran Btralfcht acroHB the aide of hernoao. She nald ahe had got that hurt Inan antomobllo accident. Mho aald, 'When1 gH to New York I'm gobiK to an hospitalto bo treated for It.'
I' ) IInternational Fcnlurc Senir*, lr.r.

"She Roomed clieorful onough. She
would make littlo Jokes while 1 flowed the
rlpH In her clotheH. We hud soveral laughB
together al>out things I'vo forgotten. Sho
seemed Ju«t like any other lady who was
making tho crossing, oxcopt that she was
better looking and better humored.
"Wo loft Halifax at half-past three In

tlie afternoon Saturday. At 6 1 rapped on
the door and asked hor if sho wanted any¬
thing. At first «he flald, M don't feel very
well and don't hellovo I'll tnke anything.'
1 instated. and she said, 'AH right, a little
Ml of chicken,' and I brought it hor on a
tray. When I came hack to get the tray
It was cleared. 1 said, "You did eat It,
then.' Sho answered,'Yes. Thank you. It
wan very nice." 'Will you have sandwichesfor the night?' I spited, and she Hald, 'Yea.'1 made up her room and set out the Band-wlchos at half-past nine o'clock. Shewasn't, in her room. 1 thought she'd goneon deck. The next morning 1 lapped ontho door. There wann't any answer and1 went in. llor bed hadn't been touched.I reported to the captain, lie had thoship searched from stern to bow threetimes. There wasn't a sign of her. No
ono remembered having seen her.

(Jrrnt llrltnin Iliglitft lteiiervcu.

"What was it that reached out of the great waters and plucked MarieEmpress from the liner's deck? What subtle spell.what promiseof surcease of sorrow.came from the black and racing waves
that night luring her to death in their icy arms?"1

"And the room was just as you see it
now."
Nothing In all of this shows th;it the

Yamouh Kean'a great-grandniece had gone
on board contemplating suicide. JSesides.
there ik other evidence that she did not.

In a rack above her berth were a num¬
ber of photographs of herself.apparently
placed aalde to be given to press repr<* son-
tatlves on her arrival in New York. To
the proprietor of an hotel at which she had
formerly lived she sent from Halifax a
cable:
"Arrive Monday. Please have room for

me."
Certainly when alio left Nova Scotia sho

had no thought of ending her careor.
What was it that happened between

6:30 and 9:30 that night which swept her
out of the ken of man?
Tho flrBt possibility that occurs to tho

mind is, of course, love. Was there a

broken romance, some one with whom she
had parted in England and had parted, as

perhaps she thought, forever? In the
night did It seem to her that life without
love was not worth living, and did the
sighing of tho waters as the ship cleaved
through them bring to her the irroslstible
suggestion of finding forgetfulness within
them? Thero is nothing, not a scrap of
ovidence, to show that such a love affair
existed.
Did her courage fail her when within a

day's soil of the city she hoped to ron-

quor? For once she had failed here. She
had played a small part with Lew Fields.
She had played at Hammersteln's Vic¬
toria. When the Grand Opera House was
converted temporarily Into a music hall
Miss Empress was the headllner. Then
that happened which rarely happens In an
American plnyhouse. The gallery booed
her. Cat-calls accompanied one of her
songs. Tho Bong was melodious and the
Hlnger was rarely beautiful, but the gallery
disapproved of her love scenes with her
pianist, Con Conrad. It thought them too
realistic. The "curtain was rung down.
The pianist and thu piano were moved
below tho stage, aud Miss Empress re-
Burned her songs.
"America is savage. I can never con¬

quer it," she snld after this unusual scene.
Could it he that, thinking of tho past,tdie felt the battle before her to be too

great for her strength, and in a moment
of weakness and depression cast herself
away?
There Is tho curious factor of the scar

upon her face. A few years ago she ap¬
peared with this mark running along her
neck from par to chin. It was like a birth¬
mark.or llko tho slash of a sharp knife!
She managed to conceal It by the arrange¬
ment pf her hair and by collars and neck
Bwathings. On tho stage, of course, the

make-up hid it entirely. She. herself, said
that slu* had received that >ear In an auto¬
mobile accident. Her oldest friends of
that time said that it was the mark left
by an attempt at suicide.
Whence came tho smaller scar which

the stewardess saw on the side of her
nose, and have these two things any bear¬
ing upon the mystery of Stateroom 4SO?
"Maybe she was a stowaway. Slio

could have slipped into men's clothes and
hidden in the hold." said a petty officcr.
"There were men's clothes in her belong-
nigs. Maybe she got tired of a woman's
life and thought she'd-try a man's for a
while. She could pass as a man without
any trouble. She'd been a male imper¬
sonator." Ilut this the high officers of tho
"Orduna" ridicule.
"She was too young and lovely to have

sought such a death of her own will," said
Walter Hast, who had been her fellow
actor In Manchester. "But we must not
forget the lure of tho black waters at
night. It is like the call of a lover to tho
romantic, or like tho pull of gravity from
a high building to tho Imaginative."
"Perhnpa she had boon seized by tho

Great Misgiving," said a fellow passenger.
"Everyone is sometimes visited by it un¬

less he or she is a multi-millionaire. She
may have feared to start again In the
world's most critical city where once be¬
fore she had failed."
"Could it have been murder?" asked tho

speculative. "Tier life had held some grand
passions. There had 'been bitter quarrels
at parting. .Might not one of her discarded
suitors have walkod the deck with her for
a final farewell, and made It, Indeed, final?
It would bo easy to push one overboard.
Or might not one of the lovers who hnd a
wish to end her life have sent an emissary
nboard to accomplish the deed?"
There is still another possibility.as

sinister as any. It is said by friends that
during her first Americnn tour Marie Em¬
press fell violently in love with a musician
in New York. After the partial, at least,
collapse of her ambition the clrcuinstanctM
preyed so upon her mind tlint she sought
forgetfulness in drugs. Soon after this
came a parting between her and tho man
sho loved. The drug habit was not broken,
It is said.

It may be lhat in tho loneliness of her
stateroom, only a day away from NewYork with its memories and problems, thoactress again sought respite from herthoughts, and In a walking stupor threwherself Into the ocean.
Hut the llttlo empty stateroom No. 480is silent.
And ;ione can read the message of thoiheV"OrJuna." '* 81,108 0,6 l,u" ol


